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LOVE of MONEY. 
A $A MIKE 


RITE, write I muſt; tis a licentious Age, 
And Vices croud-to feed a Poet's Rage. 
Fertile in Crimes, the preſent Race of Men 

Gives large Exertion to the Sat'riſt's Pen. 

Shame on the Times. Shall I with equal blame, 

With equal Loſs of honourable Fame, 

A ſhameful Colour to the Page impart ? 

And pen a Leſſon foreign to my Heart? 

B On 
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| On the beſt Price of Guilt triumphant Ride ? 

And therefore caſt my inborn Worth afide ? 
Conſult how beſt to pleaſe a vicious Taſte, 
My Morals tainted and my Soul debaſed ? 
My Boſom ſpurns th'ignoble Thought —away—. 
Satire, lead on, and ſeize the deſtined Prey, 
That waits the Blow : let thy well bearded Dart 
Rage in the Vein and Rankle in the Heart 
Of each bold Villain whom the Public Cry 

Dooms with her Curſe to laſting Infamy :. 

Nor there delay the Blow; ſeverely great, 


Drag the dark Vice from its obſcure Retreat; 

Claſs the foul Agent in his proper Sphere, 

And note the Villain in his mid Career; 

Or high or low we'll take them in our Courle, 

Had we, like Kings, the Power, without Remorſe, 


Or 
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Or pious Looks, or ſtill more pious Tears, 


We'd hang all Villains, — or create them Peers. 


But where begin? would! would I had a Friend! 

To guide my Labours to their honeſt End; 

To ſpeed the vent'rous Traveller on his Way, 

And kindly ſmile on this my firſt Eſſay. 

Wilt thou aſſiſt me 8—? Thou canſt tell 

Where to begin, What Characters of Hell. 

May beſt inform my Verſe; what Claſs of Men, 

F irſt claim the Venom of an angry Pen. 

Lo! in what Crouds they riſe; the Race begun, 

I know the Road and elf-inftructed run; 

Begin—but firſt to him due Homage pay, 

Whoſe great Example firſt informed my lay; 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe honeſt Heart with Indignation led 
The ſcarce known Way, to brand the guilty Head 
With everlaſting Marks of Shame, and crown 
The Brow of Vice with Honours all its own. 

Who ſhewed in all the Horror of cheir Crimes, 
The unnatural Monſters of unnatural Times! 
All Nature felt his Loſs, all Nature mourns, 


Indignant Nature in our Boſoms burns. 

Oft as we view, now Churchill is no more, 

H reſume his unaccuſtomed W—, 

And ſcorn a longer Farce, and ſmiling greet 

His ſmiling Hylas in the conſcious Street. 

Shame on the Times! Churchill ! do thou deſcend 
The Cauſe of Virtue, and thy own befriend ; 

Raiſe the ſad Mourner to her native Seat, 

And daſh down Vice to her accurſed State; 


To 
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To laſh the Follies of irreverend Age 
With ever watchful Satire's ſteady Rage, 
To laſh, degen'rate from the Hours of Truth 
The unexampled Wickednefs of Youth, 
Be thine again] and thine again the Taſk 
From the broad Front of Vice to tear the Maſk, 
Deſcend, deſcend, Vice and her impious Train, 
Still Reign in triumph, Virtue mourns in vain, 
Here Honour's loſt, for Churchill is no more, 
Churchill is gone, and G is a . 
Or if ſome happier Region thee detain, 
And my weak Muſe thy Preſence wiſh in vain, 
Aſſiſt my Verſe; do Thou my Senſe refine, 
Nerve every Thought, and animate each Line; 
Inſpire my Heart; it is, it muſt be fo, 
I ſeize the Rod, and laſh a World below. 

C Proceed 
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Proceed we now, my 8 'tis the Cauſe, 
My Soul informs, and to her Purpoſe draws ;, 
Proceed we now, thy ever honeſt Heart— 
(Why ſhould my. S— as aſtoniſhed ſtavt; 
Let the pale Looks on Crimes alone be built, 
For conſcious Worth diſdains the Pye of Guilt); 
Virtue and Grace of a ſublimer Kind 
Shine o'er thy Perſon, and adorn thy Mind; 
S is honeſt, S— is the Thing | 
That proves the pure Religion of the . 
Holieſt of Monarchs in the Chriſtian Land 
Such muſt; ha be, ſinee 8. at His Hand 
Direcis his Purpoſe, aids his good Deſign, 
And warms his Heart with Eiety diuine. 
My ſtern reſolve ſhould thy ſoft Nature ſpurn,, 
My fixt Intent as unrelenting Scorn, 


Think. 
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Think I may yet exert a gentler Sway, 

And laſh the Age in yet a milder Way; 

Think I may ſtill be faithful to my Truſt, 

Be partly merciful and partly juſt ; 

Away, away, Mercy in fuch a Cauſe 

Is the Non-Execution of our Laws. 

And tho' a Nation (woe be to this Race 

Fall on its Mem'ry ever fixt Diſgrace ) | 
With Patience ſees her deareſt Rights o'erthrown, 
The firmeſt Pillars of the State thrown down. 
Our long worn Laws from their firſt nobleſt Uſe, 
Rudely perverted to the worſt Miſuſe, 

In M-—'s Hand Heav'ns Bleſſings ſtand reverſed 
And Mercy, its beſt Attribute, aecurſed. : 
Satire aſſerts herſelf, by Threats unawed, 
Pronounces Judgments unſeduced by Fraud. 


te Party 
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ce Party and Judge! and lies there no Appeal * 
'Tis for the Service of the Common Weal: 
Party and Judge! moſt virtuous the Intent! 
The H— of C-— gives a Precedent. 
80 it rejected as of recent Date ? 
without a Precedent the Britiſh State 
Received a Blow, that all her Honours ſtrook, 
And the vaſt Pile thro all its Pillars ſhook ; 
Britannia felt the Blow, Britannia mourns 
The daſtard Spirit, that ignobly burns, 
In her baſe Sons, Themſelves who vilely fold, 
Themſelves and Country for the Sake of Gold. 
Gold was the Cauſe ; for Gold alone could prove 
In us ſuperior to our Country's Love. 
I take the Hint, and readily I fall 
Fair on my Subject, Money rules us all; 


'Tis 


LT] 


Tis Money, pow'rful Money is my Theme, 
Strong the Defire, and Golden is the Dream; 
Bleſt the Fruition, plentiful the Crops, * 
Perfect the Joy, when we have crowned our Hopes; 
But till our utmoſt Hopes are crowned in vain, 
Filled are our Coffers, yet we Hope again ; 
On we proceed, nor can all India's Store, 
Nor all the Wealth from the Peruvian Shore, 
Nor all the Means of Wealth 'twixt Pole and Po le, 
Appeaſe the Raving of Avaro's Soul, 
Is there but one poor other Guinea left? 
Of every Thought of Happineſs bereft 
Avaro raves; Avaro raves and dies, 
And all his Money to the Devil flies; 
The Father dies, and in the laviſh Heir 
The ripened Fruits of Avarice appear: 
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Yet ſpare thy Treaſure, ſpare, unthinking Boy, 
Thy Father's Honour, and thy Father's Joy. 
What tho' thy Boyiſh Days at Prudence rail, 
Soon, ſoon, the Means of all Enjoyment fail, 
Money may vaniſh in a Thouſand Ways, 
Whilſt the laſt Loſs Extravagance diſplays; 
And that once done ; thy Progrels let us trace, 
A common Mis'ry in a common Caſe | 
A common Caſe in theſe luxurious Climes, 
The wretched Product of abandoned Times; 
Firſt then ſuppoſe you ruined—is this ſtrange? 
Seaſons and Times, and Men and Manners change; 
Virtue, nor Truth, nor Faith, nor Honour laſt, 
And ſhall we wonder if our Money waſte ? | 
Firſt then ſu ppoſe you ruined—at your Door, 
Some Hundred Creditors by you made poor, 1 
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Aſſail your Ear, their honeſt Due demand, 
And threaten Juſtice whh a rigid Hand: 


Wouldſt thou eſcape? what tho' an Act juſt n 
Ordain the injured Creditor be paid, 


A certain Payment for all Debts engage, 

Nor is a Member ſaved by Privilege. 
wWouldſt thou eſcape? the Way is ſtill the ſame, 
To ſave your Money tho' you damn your Fame; 
Practiſed ſo oft, we underſtand the Trade, 
Purchaſe a Seat, and then your Fortune's made, 
— can inſtruct you, — ſhall guide your Choice, 
And after teach you beſt to ſell your Voice, 

— bought a Seat, will—the Truth diſown, 
Bought others Virtue while he ſold his own. 
And when the Wretch his own can fell no more, 


He ſells that Virtue which be bought before. 


Where 


1 12 J 


Where got he Virtue? how? the World would ſwear 


I mean diſhonour if I mention - 
Learn ye Magicians who are held fo wiſe, 
Learn, learn this Method to enhance your Price, 
By buying others you yourſelves may ſell 

For double Value to the Prince of Hell. 


Corruption reigns, let Miniſters rejoice 

And buy with ſafety every venal Voice; 
Go ſell your Voice, the Trade is underſtood, 

'Tis for your own, and for your Maſter's good; 
N— will your Suffrage buy at any Rate, 

Buy, or not help to overthrow the State; 

N buys at any Price, the Cauſe to trace, 
Unleſs N= buys, N cannot hold his Place: 


He 


+03.74 
He buys, he ſells, another Traffic Note, 
Faſt as he buys, he ſells the trait rous Vote; 
Long ſince for Money with diſhoneſt Choice, 
To our DeſtruQtion did he fell his Voice. 
Nor Voice alone, for thrice the Weight in Gold, 
His very Lungs the unclouded Boreas ſold, 
Lungs, Head, Hands, Feet and Heart, and all conjoin, 
To aid the Miniſters accurſt Deſign. | 
He ſpeaks, he ſpeaks, dread Thunders roar around, 
From his dear Mouth iſſues the Thund'ring Sound 
He ſtorms, he raves, what Member can reſiſt 
The matchleſs Eloquence of ſuch a Fiſt, 
So cloſed, ſo filled, formed with ſuch matchleſs Art, 
To quell the Mettle of the proudeſt Heart, 
Appeaſe your Anger, threaten not again, 
Vain is your Madneſs, and your Noiſe is vain; 

E Then 
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Then roar no more, Threats ineffectual prove, 
Try what the Houſe will do thro' — Love, 
And ſoft e ? No you plead i in Pal, 
"Tis Money ſpurs Exertion to the Plain 

Theirs is not Love's nor ev'n Compaſſion $ N 
Gold is the God of each ſucceſſive Day: 

Ope then that Hand, it opes, and Oh! the Tale! 
The fierceſt Pow rs of Dopabtion fail. 


Curſed be the Miniſter, and curſed the Hand, 
That ſcatters foul Corruption o'er the Land; 
And doubly curſed be his pernicious Heart, 
Who formed the baſe Deſign, whoſe poiſonous Art 
Brought to Perfection the deteſted Plan, 

And thus o'erpowered the Honeſty of Man. 
| All 
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All Nature, human Nature, owns the Call 

Of Money : at its Shrine obedient Fall, 

Adore its Pow r, and {ell yourſelves for Gain, 
That Profit ſpend, and ell yourſelves again. 
To bribe was once the Study, but our Care 

Is to receive the Bribe with ſuch an Air, 

As proves our breeding; we extend our View, 
And bring our Syſtem to Perfection 
Hence tis each Member of the venal Tribe, 
For each freſh Vote demands another Bribe 3 
Money's the Cauſe, for this we puſh the Strife, 
For this we ſpurn th Oeconomy of Life, 

For this we ſleep, for this our Slumbers break, 
For this we're ſilent, and for this we ſpeak, 
For this to other Orators indite, | 
For this deliver Speeches others write, 


And 
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And P— for this not only ſold his Vote, 
But School-Boy like P— ſpoke a Speech by wrote; 
Encore, encore, behold Sir F— cry, 
View the Reciter with a jealous Eye, 
And aſk to hear't again: ſpare, ſpare, ah | fpare, 
A modeſt Youth, and grant a gentle's Prayer, 
A Pray'r that M— ſhall compoſe, and teach 
Maſter to ſpeak with all the Grace of Speech. 
Sir F— be compoſed, tis rude and vain, 


Where is the Honour by expoſing P—;; 
The World could tell, nor is't prophetic Lore, 
That P— hoped ſoon to be a Governor; 

In all the Honours of his Speech be dreſt, 

And wear a dear bought Ribband on his Breaſt; 
Or ſomething, better; better can there be? 
'Twere better could he learn to copy thee ; 
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Like thee, Sir F with undaunted Front, 
All Fear of public Contumely ſurmount; 
Diſcard the Thought of Puniſhment to come, 
Nor heed the Curſe that waits him in the Tomb; 
Then might he roll in Wealth, in Triumph ride, 
And only take a Fee from every Side. 
Yet he'll ſucceed, it is a profp'rous Wind, 
But then the Man muſt leave his Wife behind. 


No more of this ; the Sex's Friend I'll prove, 
I ſpare their Follies, for the Sex I love; 
Ay more than Money; yet the Time may come, 
When Age ſhall bow my Grey Head tow rd the Tomb, 
Then ſhall I riſe in Wrath, by Time made wiſe, | 
To prove what Woman is the Cauſe of Vice ; 


F But 
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But now I burn, and in the Flower of Youth,, 
Adore and fancy them all Love and Truth; 
There are, I know there are, of Senſe refined, 
Of Manners gentle, and of ſpotleſs Mind, 
Of. Heart untainted, and of Nature pure, 
To Honour certain, and to Virtue ſure; | 
Therefore I praiſe, ado their Altars bend;. 5 
A conſtant Lover, and a faithful Friend. 
Yet I may ſting, when once Love's Fire is o er, 


And if provoked enough, muſt ſting b before. 


No more of Women, only as they prove, | 
T he. Slaves of Money, more than Slaves of Love; 
If they have Appetites by Day, by Night, 

Let the high W— indulge her Appetite :. 10 
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If Luſt inſatiate claim Variety. 
Take her Inſtructions from the Coterie. 
There let the Matron ſwear her Fire is gone, 


And all her Paſſion turned to Cards alone ;. 


Indulge at large, as ſoon as Cards are oer, 
Nor tell the World how oft ſhe is a W—; 


This Art purſed, Matrons no Scandal fear, 
And H— preſerves her Character. 
Virgins may there aſſume with equal Grace, 
Anc ther Lover, and another Face 
Virgins their Paſſions may indulge at Will, 
Riot in Pleaſure, and be Virgins ſtill. 
Thus if Deſire adviſe, I'll let them reſt, 
Deſire is planted in the Human Breaſt, 

By Nature's Wiſdom, tho the Sex abuſe, 
The general Law and all Controul refuſe ;- 
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If thro' Deſire, the Sex may urge the Taſk, 
Nor mean I yet to tear away the Maſk, 
But when more Money urges to purſue, 
The Toil, to venal Proftitution true. * 
The Voice of Satire joins the public Cry, 
And heaps on all the Curſe of Infamy ; - 
The proper Tribute to their Merit pays, 
And D— is as infamous as Hayes. 
Various the Price, uncertain is the Coſt, 
1 And all Diſtinction is in Darkneſs loſt; 
. Nor know we now, whoſe Work is cheapeſt done, 
3 The W—'s of Honour, or the W—'s of none; 
Whom can I buy, ſay we, who know the Trade, 
At eaſieſt Rate, the Miſtreſs or the Maid ? 
To name their ſeveral Prices who ſo wile ? 
_ Ev'n W—'s of Honour, vary in their Price, 


The 
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The Novice thinks that theſc unfold their Charts 
But for the Joy they find in vigorous Arms; 
For Pleaſure only other Cares forſake, 
And for his Strength the ſinewed Stripling take ; 
Miſtaken Stripling, change thy fond Career, 
Purſue thy Pleaſures in another Sphere; 
They grant their Favours with a ſparing Hand, 
Except for Money, large is the Demand; 
For that indeed, bring, only bring your Gold, 
And all their Stores of Love the Fair unfold. 


Ranger, a Stripling of the greateſt Fame, 
Pleaſure his only Object, only Aim; 
In the Purſuit had long his Choice confined, 
To various Traders of the common Kind, 
G Wau 
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W—'s by Profeſſion, whoſe expanded Arms, 


Receiv'd the Youth, and gave him all their Charms,, 


Would ſoften all his Soul, his Senſes lull, 
In endleſs Tranſports, —if his Purſe was full; 


Long amongſt ſuch was he content to rove, 


Nor entertained. a Thought of other Love; 


He ſought no further, nor ev 'n hoped a Joy, 


Other than what his ready Purſe could buy; 

By chance he ſaw, by chance admired a Dame, 
Who owned or ſeemed to own an equal Flame; 
Graceful her Form, and noble was her Blood, 
Fair was her Fame, her Character was good; 
But thus far only, ſhe was known to prove, 
With various Lovers the Delights of Lore 2 

Still was ſhe conſtant held to Pleaſure's Laws, 


And none imagined Money was the Cauſe 


Of 
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Of her Debaucheries; amongſt the Croud 
Ranger with newborn Adoration bow'd, 

And was received with Pleaſure ; Ranger's Form 
Might well the coldeſt Woman's Breaſt inform; 
Or if the Perſon of Effect ſhould fail, 


Succeſs is certain to the Love taught Tale, 


If Money fill his Purſe — he urg'd his Suit, 
And ſoon expected to enjoy the Fruit, : 


Of his new Labours, ſmooth was now the Way,, 


And on her throbbing Boſom Ranger lay ; 
© Why thus reluctant? why, ah ! why deny 


A tender Lover's With to gratily 
© Smile, ſmile, my Fair, the happy Moments ſeize 
To pleaſe thy Lover, and thyſelf to pleaſe. 
It will not do, the Price muſt firſt be paid, 
And at her Feet a proper Tribute laid: 
The 
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The Sun ſor Ranger's Fortune prov'd too great, 
And the ſad Lover met the uſual Fate; 
Ranger's diſcarded from th' unfriendly Door, 
Nor muſt he dare attempt Admittance more ; 
1dle the hope, and fruitleſs is the Pain; 

With empty Pockets there he ſues in vain, 


Whence then bas Gold this Pow'r, and what the Cauſe? 
Is it from Nature, or from Reaſon's Laws ? 
Nature and Reaſon both their Forces join, 
Empowering Gold with energy Divine. 
Corrupted Nature and diſtorted Senſe, 
Of Money's Empire are the beſt Defence, 
Not ſuch the Precepts Nature ſhould impart, 
And Reaſon ſtrengthen in the Human Heart, 


Not 
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Not ſuchthe Cauſe, nor ſuch the gen'rous Tye, 
That link'd us firſt into Society ; 

By mutual Wants impell'd the Race of Man, 
Into the Social Union jointly ran ; 

The private Uſe almoſt neglected ſtood, 

While the firſt Motive was the general Good. 
For others ſake their Hearts each want expelled; 
Each Pleaſure purchaſed, and each Pain repelled ; 
whoe' er would buy, whate' er was to be bought, 
The friendly Heart alone, with Kindneſs fraught 
Would deign to ſell ; while ſocial Love enjoin'd, 
To aſk (the only Price) a thankful Mind. 

Nor ill deſign'd, nor Ill receiv'd that Price, 
Prompted to Man, by Nature's juſt Advice ; 

By Reaſon ſtrengthen'd, and by Heav'n approv'd, 
By ſelfiſh Thoughts of private Good unmov'd; 


H Averſe 
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Averſe to every Il] at firſt we find, 

The better Principles direct Mankind; 

Ere all deſtroying Time had veil'd the Light, 

And ſunk in Shades of everlaſting Night, 

Each good Affection, by all bounteous Heav'n, 

As its beſt Gift to Human Nature giv'n; 

And far expelled, as far as Pole from Pole, 
Each ſocial Paſſion from the Heav'n warn'd Soul, 

Each Bond of Love that can the Boſom warm, 

The Heart enliven, or the Soul inform ; 

Ere Time had rubb'd all Virtue clean away, 

Eſtabliſhed Vice is undiſputed Sway; 

Deſtroy' d all Honour, fired the Heart of Man, 
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Freely to join in every vicious Plan; 
Taught the baſe Son to bury in the Grave, 
The wretched Fame a worthleſs Father gave; 


And 
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And bow'd his Heart to feel ignoble Fire, 
Degen'rate ev'n from a degen' rate Sire; 
Taught that baſe Son, whole Sire with ſhameleſs View 
Had ſold himſelf, to ſell his Country too. 
Or it but once an honeſt Man appear'd, 
Once in an Age, by every Villain fear'd, 
By good Men lov'd; till true to Honour's Laws, 
And greatly ſteady in a Nation's Caule ; 
Dear to a People, who had ftamp'd his Name, 
On the fair Record of eternal Fame TT. 
And bleſs'd the Boſom that had foremoſt ſtood, - 
On all Occaſions for his Country's Good, 
If ſuch appear'd, (and ſuch the Will of Heav's, 
In pity to the World has ſometime given); 
Who taught his Son the Paths of Truth to tread, - 
And mark'd the Woes that on the guilty Head 


Muſt: 
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Muſt ever fall, and to that Son enſur' d, 
An ample Fortune honeſtly procur'd. 


Corrupted Nature ſtill maintain'd her Pow'r, 
The worthleſs Son ev'n from his natal Hour, 


Shone forth a perfe& Villain full confeſs'd, 
Curs'd by that People which his Father bleſs'd; 
O— with honour'd Memory to the Grave, 
Liv'd and Deſcended, but his Son's a Knave; 

A very Knave, O worthy be his Fate | 

Laſting Diſhonour on his Mem'ry wait! 

To lateft Ages may his Name be known, 

For Honour loſt, and treach'rous Frauds alone; 
A boldfac'd Hireling in a Cauſe, whoſe aim 

Is to involve in all the Clouds of Shame, 

That Fire which once in Engliſh Boſoms burn'd, 
And every Heart againſt th' Oppreſſor turn'd ! 


In 
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In vain the wretched Diff rence I deplore, | 


Thoſe Days of greatly daring are no more 

Shame on th'unworthy Times! with ſervile Fear, 
We ſce our Wrongs, and yet with Patience bear; 
We ſce Corruption ſpread her Empire forth, 

Nor dare ev'n meditate Revenge on N—. 


Since then tis found, that Gold alone can buy, 
Each Good, each Pleaſure which our Hearts enjoy: 
Reaſons commands, (proceed we, as we may,) 

Tis Reaſon, Modern Reaſon points the Way, 
That leads to Pleaſure) Money muſt be had, 
II fairly, well; if not, it muſt be made; 

No matter how; go, ſell yourſelf for Gold, 
There are who buy whate'er is to be ſold ; 


To 
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To buy your Soul ſhould Hell itſelf refuſe, 
H— will buy your Body for his uſe; 
If he be poor,. the Devil knows his Friend, 
And will immediately the Money ſend ; 
Bound to do this by Hell's unchanging Laws, 


For his and H—'s is a common Cauſe. 


Diſtorted Reaſon thus adviſing ſtands 
Corrupted Nature, hollowing her Commands. 
This then the conſtant Precept, Money make, | 
And for this Purpoſe every Method take ; 
Corrupt or be corrupted, ſell, be fold, 

Suborn, be perjur'd, ſteal, be robb'd ; behold. 
What great Examples croud to fill my Page, 
And ſtrive to rouſe a Sat'riſt's utmoſt Rage; 


Hu {h'd 
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Huſh'd be the Voice of Wrath, awhile refrain, 
Awhile be calm, our Rage will riſe again ; 
Vet, yet, there may (nor is the Taſk not hard) 
One Wretch be pity'd, or one Villain ſpar'd ; 
Ev'n whilſt I write, I mourn our hapleſs State, 


And ſhed a Tear in pity to the Fate 

Of many a Wretch, whoſe ill done Deeds W 
The heavy'ſt Plagues from Heav'ns avenging Hand; 
Plagues that will come, to torture the Unjuſt, 

And bow their Souls in Sorrow to the Duſt ; 

The Guilty Breaſt, the Proud and High o'erwhelm,, 
In all the Vengeance of an injur'd Realm; 
Juſtice ſhall reign, the Pow'r of Gold be o'er 
M— ſhall Judge, the — approve no more, 
And M— then, nor M— then alone, 


But ev'n the — a higher Power muſt. own; 
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M— whoſe Head might pilot on her Way, 

Thro' every Danger of a ſtormy Sea, 

And ſafely ſteer uninjur'd and unhurt, 

The crazy Veſſel to a fav'ring Port; 

| M— whoſe Head (could Nature but impart, 

One honeſt Motive to his rebel Heart 3 

Might fix thè Law upon a Mount of Light, 

And hurl Injuſtice down the Steep of Night; 

Aſſiſt the poor Man in his Native Worth ; 

And cruſh the Villain of exalted Birth; 

Near a glad Nation echo forth his Praiſe, 
And Songs of Honour to his Merit raiſe ; 

Nor by Miſdeeds incur the rude reverſe, 

A People's hatred, and a Nation's Curſe; 

M ſhall then condemn his Crime too late, 

Prove that a certain Ven geance muſt await, 


Crimes 
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Crimes great. as his, — and M— then ſhall find, 
But ſlender Comfort in his upright Mind; 

Few are the Joys that conſcious Worth can give 
To ſuch a Breaſt; or ſuch a Breaſt receive, 
From conſcious Worth; dear ſold Integrity, 
Diſcarded Truth, corrupted Honeſty, 

Back to his Boſom ſhall again return; 

Again with all their native Fierceneſs burn; 
Aid every Sting that Conſcience can impart, 
And plant a Thouſand Tortures in his Heart: 
No placid Maſter there th' Apoſtate loves; 

No pious King his every AQ approves 3 

But all a Nation's Cries at length are heard, 
Her Woes acknowledg d, and her Anger fear d: 
There ſhall he feel; nor ſhall his Riches fave 
This unjuſt Judge from | the avenging Grave. 
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The Claim of Juſtice to our Cauſe belongs, 
Eternal Juſtice will avenge our Wrongs. | 
Thoſe Wrongs, thro' which our injur d Country bleeds, 
For which, we wiſh Heav'ns Vengeance on the Heads, 
Of thoſe oppreſſive Rulers, who direct 
A ſupple Tool to an unjuſt Effect: 
| Whoſe open Conduct plainly ſhews, they join, 
In one pernicious Stewart — taught Defign : 
T'oertop the Law, by proud Oppreſſion's Beck, 
And found their Glory on their Country's Wreck : 
To ſell that Country to its deareſt Foe, 
Who ſoars aloft, as England finks below. 
Still are they found, to hopes of Profit true ; 
This the ſole Maxim which they have in View ; 
This is their conſtant Precept“ Money make ET 


And for that purpoſe every Method take. 


Let 
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Let a full Vengeance to their Crimes be given, 
Stern be the Juſtice of avenging Heav'n. 

Great be their Puniſhment, as great their Crime, 
A juſt Example to ſucceeding Time. 

We aſk no more; tis all een Heav'n can give; 


"Tis all a ruin'd Nation can receive. 
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